'                 Epytaphes.

Then ihuld my hands haue faued th  y lyfe

good Lord whom deare I loued
Then fhuld my hart in doutfull cafe,

full well to the ben proued,
But all in vayne thy death I wayle,

thy Corps in earth doth lye.
Thy kyng and Countrey for to ferue

thou dydfle not feare to dye.
Farewel good Lord, thy deth bewayle

all fuche as well the knewe,
And euerye man laments thy cafe:

and Googe thy death doth rewe.

C An Epytaphe of M. Shelley
Jlayne at M^tffelbrougket

Mars had moued mortall hate
and forced fumym heate

' And hye Bellona had decreed,
to fyt with Sworde in Seate,
The Scottes vntrue with fyghtynge hande,

theyr promys to denye,
AfTembled fall, and England thought,

the trothe with them to trye.
Chofe Mufdebroughe theyr fyghtynge place

amyd thofe barrayne fyelds
Theyr breche of fayth, there not to try

with trothe, but trotheles Shyeldes
In battayle braue, and Armye ftrong

Encamped fure they laye,
Ten Scottes to one (a dredeful thyng

a dolfull fyghtyng daye.)
That Englylh men were all agaile,

with quakyng ftaues in hande.
To fe theyr enemyes lye fo neare,

and death with them to ftande.